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WALES, A. D. 560. 


Merrity clanged the harps, and shrill the pipers blew; 
Around the royal banquet jest and laughter flew ; 
When in by open doors a stranger, blithe to see, 
Marched with a joyous air and bearing brave and free. 


He stayed not with the lowly; he stopped not at the salt; 
Upon the king’s own platform lightly did he vault ; 

He swept aside the steward, who asked him of his rank, 
And twixt the royal pair upon the bench he sank. 


No shield against the wall his place had told to him; 

No question would he answer, that hero brown and slim; 
Upon the jeweled cup a careless hand he stretched, 

His dagger from the king’s plate a haunch of venison fetched. 


“Beware, oh hero!” whispered the steward in his ear, 

‘Yon champion of the black look, who reacheth for his spear, 
Hath rights on every marrow-bone that comes upon this board; 
Crack that with reckless hand, and crowns must crack, my lord.” 


The stranger laughed, and quaffed with lips as cranberries red. 
All golden were the curls about his shoulders shed ; 

His eyes flashed blue as ice when north winds yarely blow ; 
His forehead had the splendor of newly fallen snow. 


He stripped of meat the marrow-bone, and took it by the heel: 

“Here hast thou, doughty champion, thy rights upon this meal!” 

He cast the bone like lightning that champion in the face, 

Who moved nor spear, nor uttered word, but swooned within his place. 


Then up rose all the household, with javelin, targe, and sword; 
And up rose that tall stranger, and beat them from the board. 

A rain, a hail of mighty blows he cast upon the crew; 

But ever on the frightened queen sweet looks and mild he threw. 


“ Now hold!” the Welsh king ordered; “let all once more be set,”— 
Though with his massive weapons his aged fingers fret,— 

“A champion great is here, and, though concealed his name, 

Well knows he how to guard him from slight and blame and shame.” 


“Oh, wondrous youth,” entreated the brave queen where she sate, 
“Tell me thy father!” ‘“Comely queen, I spring from Adam great. 
My mother was a queen, yet Eve was not her name; 

She was as like yourself as sister-twins are same.” 


“ Pledge me, oh champion, pledge!” she cried, “I love thy sparkling face, 
Alas, like thine was once to view my darling Konan’s grace. 

But what is that I see? How cam’st thou by the ring?” 

“That ?” said the youth. “It is some spoil my father home did bring.” 
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Then rose the wan queen, moaning, from that untoward repast, 
And in the flames her diadem, her royal wimple cast; 

“It was my son, my Konan, thy cruel father slew! 

Oh, who of all my household will wreak his death on you?” 


The hero bounded after, and caught her by the arm: 

“ Mother!” he whispered; “silence! Thy Konan’s met no harm, 
Behold thy Konan safe, and, grown to man’s estate, 

By land and sea in battles become a hero great.” 


The queen her wailing stinted. ‘Right soon will shine the truth! 
Bare me thy shoulder quickly, thou fair and god-like youth! 

Lo, here beneath the white skin I thrust a shred of gold; 

Oh king, rejoice! Rejoice ye, men! Here stands my Konan bold!” 





The great king roared with laughter, and turned not once his head: 
“This day a year three champions that self-same fable said! 

The first we called the Ruddy. His eyes were green as grass. 

For one year’s proof I bade him go and round all Britain pass. 


“ Next day came Konan Fair; my son he claimed to be; 
Light were his locks; a hundred were of his company. 

Scarce was he gone when Konan (but he had curls of brown) 
With thrice one hundred sworders approached our royal town. 


“ Now Konan Red, the wealthy, and Konan Fair, of steeds, 
And Konan Brown, the joyous, who boasteth mighty deeds, 
Will back return to-morrow. But, ere the day is done, 

All Britain shall be certain which Konan is my son. 


“So Konan, thou the fourth, whose thatch with gold is set, 
Wilt find thyself to-morrow by threefold Konans met. 

Back to our feast! for thou a comely champion art ; 

I wish thee well. ~My son or not, fall to with joyous heart!” 





With a Druid’s wide eyes young Konan the Tall 
Leapt from his couch at the peep of day: 
«The sky in the west is red! The fall 

Of Konan the Ruddy I soothly say. 


“ Konan Fair !— 

Blood’s on the cloud in the east! For thee 
Hope there is none; in thy maid-fine hair 
Blood ere the evening shall be. 


“ Konan Brown !— 

Light is the north, where thou comest in pride! 
Safe is thy life, though fortune may frown; 
What guardeth, I wonder, thy side?” 





To the narrow, deep river looked Konan the Tall ; 
With clangor of arms strode down from the ridge. 
The heroes were coming. First, ruddiest of all, 
One champion set foot on the bridge. 
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“Konan the Ruddy, whom fine satins clothe! 

Halt, and give answer! What longest thou most 

To see the bridge full of?” ‘Of gold,” red-hair quoth; 
“Of gold and of jewels a host.” 


“Ha!” answered Konan the scoffer, “thou’rt red, 
But Konan art not, nor a royal son! 

The offspring of merchants or chapmen instead ; 
See, thus is thy shamming undone!” 


Over the bridge flew Konan the Tall, 

Beat up his guard and clove through his breast. 

“You are right,” cried his spearmen, “well earned was his fall; 
That a chapman he was, is confessed!” 


O’er the hills to the stream came Konan the Fair 
From eastward, brave with his warlike band. 
“Now halt,” cried the hero, “and answer bear. 
What would you the bridge here contained ?” 


“What, bold asker ? why cattle and steeds, 

Oxen and sheep to the brim!” he replied; 
“Aha!” quoth Konan, “then those are thy needs? 
Fair liar, the grave be thy bride!” 





Over the planks rushed Konan the Tall ; 

The sword-play was sharp, but he humbled his crest. 
“Tis plain thou wert born as a farmer!” And all 
Those followers replied: “Thou hast guessed!” 


Last of the heroes came Konan the Brown | 
With stately companions from out of the north. i 
“What would I the bridge were set with? A crown i 
Of heroes! of foes of my worth!” . 


His brow all perplexed, stood Konan the Tall, 

Propt on his sword. “Thou art prince, indeed; 

Yet claim’st to be Konan?” ‘My claim it is small,” 
Quoth the brown-locked one, “as I rede. 


“J am not Konan. A Norman king 
My father is; he hath sons five pair; 
And so on adventures the world I ring, 
Some childless monarch to heir.” 


Over the bridge stepped Konan the Tall, 
Reached him, laughing, a brawny hand; 
“‘T am Konan,” he spake. ‘‘ Whatever befall, 
We will sword-brothers be, on sea, on land.” 
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